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THE VESTAL.

FROM OYID DE FASTIS, LIB. III.  EL. I.
Blanda quies victis furtim subrepit ocellis, &c.

As the fair Vestal to the fountain came,
(Let none be startled at a Vestal's name,)
Tired with the walk, she laid her down to rest,
And to the winds exposed her glowing breast,
To take the freshness of the morning air,
And gathered in a knot her flowing hair;
"While thus she rested, on her arm reclined,
The hoary willows waving with the wind,
And feathered choirs that warbled in the shade,         1

And purling stream that through the meadow strayed, >
In drowsy murmurs lulled the gentle maid.                j

The god of war beheld the virgin lie,
The god beheld her with a lover's eye;
And by so tempting an occasion pressed,
The beauteous maid, whom he beheld, possessed:
Conceiving as she slept, her fruitful womb
Swelled with the founder of immortal Rome.

COWLEY'S EPITAPH ON HIMSELF.

TRANSLATED BY ME. ADDISON.

life's superfluous cares enlarged,
His debt of human toil discharged,
Here Cowley lies ! beneath this shed,
To every worldly interest dead ;
With decent poverty content,
His hours of ease not idly spent ;
To fortune's goods a foe profest,
And hating wealth by all carest.
'Tis true he }s dead ; for oh ! how small
A spot of earth is now his all ;
Oh ! wish that earth may lightly lay,
And every care be far away ;
Bring flowers ; the short-lived roses bring,
To life deceased fit offering :
And sweets around the poet strow,
"While yet with life his ashes glow.